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THE “FIRST AT YENTNOR. 

“ Poor Papa is, as everyone knows, an ardent sportsman, and upon the opening day «f the partridge shooting, he started with Alezandry, fully equipped for 
the destruction of the toothsome bird. Unfortunately, either through Papa’s lack of skill, or Snatcher’s improper training, they scoured St. Boniface in vain. 
Returning dejectedly, my wretched Parent stupidly mistook an old lady’s daschund for a hare, and let fly point blank. Papa has now to answer three 
summonses—one for dog slaughter, a second for shooting without a licence, and another for discharying firearms to the common danger.” —ToorsiE. 


OWING TO THE LATE HEAT WAVE— GRETNA GREEN. 


RESTO MU. . 

JOSEPH PAISLEY was the name of the notorious Gretna 
SH MEACHIAY. Green parson, the reputed blacksmith, but who in reality 
was not a blacksmith, and only acquired that name from 
his quickness in uniting eloping cr for the common 
ae there was “Strike the iron while it is hot, Joseph.” 
Joseph was, by trade, parson, farmer and fisherman. 

In “Gretna Green ; or, All for Love,” stated on the title 
page to be by Susannah Frances taney but rumoured 
to have been really written by G. W. M. Reynolds, the 
author of the “Mysteries of London,” the blacksmith is 
depicted in shirt-sleeves and leather apron. __ 

trange scenes occurred at many of the marriages solemn. 
ized by Gretna Green and Fleet Parsons, some of which we 
briefly give from the registers there kept : 

“1740. George Grant and ‘Ann Gordon, bachelor and 
spinster ; stole my clothes’-brush.” 5 

“Married at a barber's shop next Wilson's, viz., one 
Kerril's, for half a guinea. after which it was extorted out of 
my ket, and for fear of my life delivered.” 

“November, 1742. Ackerman, Richard, bachelor, to 
Lydia Collet, brought by Mrs. Crook. N.B.—They behaved 
very vilefy, and attempted to run away with Mrs. Crook's 
3 oi august. Joho N d Ann Laycock, wid 
ones, a respectatle law-abiding citizen, was dis- lith Ethel, our new slavey, absolutely refuscl "Bill Sikes, stea/fastly ignoring several West-end "1744, August. John Newsamanc Ann laycock, widower 
covered, by Police Constable XY, disrobing on @ soi until goPirll ced tact pon heving hee “cribs” eaeeel a aeiarmiuad eaucios 1mté an ice: and widow. They ran away with the sertifycate and left a 
strange doorstep about 3 A.M. breakfast and the Family Jerald Supplement iu vol. cream mavazine. pint of wine to pay for.” 
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The following tragic circumstance occurred soon after Paisley 
commenced his ministry at Gretna: “ A young lady, daughter of a 
wealthy baronet in the Midland counties, had fixed her affections 
on the son of a neighbouring gentleman of considerable property, 
and her futher approved of the raatch, Suddenly, however, It was 
discovered that the young gentleman's father had ruined himself 
onthe turf. The old baronet then indignantly denied the lover his 
house, and the young couple saw nothing for it but to elope tu 
Gretna. 

“The father of the girl, boiling with rage, armed himself and 
pursurd them, swearing the lover should die at his hands as soon 
as overtaken, The young pair reached Gretna first, and Paisley 
declared thein to be the handsomest and best matched couple he 
hadevor married. In the middle of the night, at the inn where the 
ceremony had taken place, a post-chaise and four drove up, and 
there arose a loud thundering at the door, The old man fiercely 
interrogated the landlord, rushed upstairs, forced the door of the 
room the runaways occupied, and shot the husband dead. At the 
report of the pistol the servants hastened to the room, where they 
found the late bride but now widow stretched across the body, and 
the grim old father standing stupefied, the fatal weapon still in his 
hand. With the assistance of his attendants, the baronet carried 
off his daughter in the chaise. On his trial, the counsel for the old 
man made it appear that he had done it in self-defence, and he was 
acquitted. The daughter died shortly afterwards, and her father 
retired to the continent, where he spent the remainder of his 
existence.” 

About 1765, a young spark, the nephew of a rich Live’ 1 mer- 
chant, and employed in his office, fell in love and eloped with his 
uncle's daughter. The couple, however, had not calculated on the 
expense of posting, and when they reached Lancaster the nephew 
had nota guinea left to complete the rest of the journey, and ound 
himself in pawn at the inn. Next day the uncle arrived, having 
come as quickly as he could in his own carriage, and announcing 
his intention of staying the night, ordered a good dinner. From 
the dinner-table, after a bottle or two of wine, he was helped to 
Ded, when the chance of the young couple, who had them- 
selves oit as brother and sister, came in, Stealing up to the uncle's 
room, the nephew appropriated his clothes and purse, wig and hat, 
and having thus disguised himself, came downstairs, valise in hand, 
paid his unele’s bill, and_got into the carriage, where his lady-love, 
wearing his clothes, awaited him, 

The row the old man made when he woke up may be imagined. 
Some days after the marriage he found out the fugitives and bore 
away his daughter, threatening to prosecute his nephew for felony. 
However,at the end of a few months, he thought it better to relent, 
and recalling the husband, the pair were soon afterwards publicly 
married in the English church. 

e e * ° e e 
OME NOOS. 

wunst mor wee ar inn opes. 

taiters iss marster,an missis iss orf to margit, an taiters av borrer 
another masheen. 

thiss iss a propper wun—no prizes an orl blanks. 

thare iss a gunn under a glars cais, an you pres a springg, an itt 
av to it a bulls i, an itt never do itt, no feer. 

hour fortshune iss maid. 

(Nert week,“ More Gretna Green.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


——— 

ie Cocesnericals wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks, but we hare dozens. BALTIC. Thanks for notice, R.F.I.; 
You are right in aubstance, MOOCHER ; We'll attend to what you 
say. Any alteration, BATON, Must of course be made before, ALLY 
sywpathiscs, GIRLIE; He must be an awful bore. Once or twice 
ix quite sufhcient, If you da it well, 1.8, SLOPER'S very sorry, 
Tarry; Jt has caused a wide distress. Thanks for wary, Four 
Years’ READER; Sorry that it's not our style. It wou fd. cost a 
tenner, STARGAT, And he hardly worth the while. Sorry, JEFF, 
ae cannot tell you; Retter have some skilled advice, Rather funny, 
AKTHUR WILSON, ut we think it hardly nice. Thanks for long 
and cheery letter, SLOPER'S CHUM ACROSS THE SEA. How you 
must have smiled, BOB CHALMER: What a Juggins he must be. 


as 
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EIGHT OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty sal wel who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a cory of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER’S HaL¥-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Wednesday after- 
noon at 1 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 1 c'clock the following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


=~ 
; Waiter (bustling up). Here you are, sir, bill of fare. What can 
get you? 
‘Chanee Customer, Well—er—1 think, perhaps, I'll commence 
with a clean tablecloth. oa) 
. 


Spindles. How strange it is, Miss Toodles, but—er—er—when- 
ever I—er—er—ask you to dance with me, your—er—er—card is— 
er—er—al ways full. 

Miss Tovdles. Yes, Vm wonderfully lucky—I always was 

s¢ 


s 
To say that there's nothing like leather's absurd, 
It’s an error that most people make ; 
For a marvellous likeness that article bears 
To the average eating: house steak, 


s 
She. 1 didn't know before to-night that you were so musical, Mr, 
Sapper, but our host tells me that you live by the profession. 
Yh Oh, ah—er—yes ; my wife earns eighty pounds a week at 
the halls, don’t you know. *\* 


The New Governess. Now, then, Ethel. run away to bed like a 
good little girl. Say pocd:pigbt how. . ; ; 
That Terrible Child, AN right, then, on'y you div mea nice kiss, 
same as you div papa last night in the hall, an’ I'll go. 
[\.B—That governess did also, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 488.—The “ Llandudno Bathing" Costume 


vite es 


“T say, Nellie, you are nsing my 
tooth-brush !" °Oh, T thought it 
belunged to the theatre!” 


7 “~ 
First Steamer Belle. What was the name of the gentleman who kissed you lasy 
k, dear ? 


week, ? 
Second Beamer Belle, My dear girl, how very indefinite you are! 


sane 


“It's ratier cool in tone for a 
summer scene, perhaps. Doesn't it 
strike you it wants warming-up a 
bit?” “Decidedly. Ishould make 
itvery warm.” “Eb?” “I should 
put it on the fre.” 


ae 


FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. 
No. 6.—Mark a stone. 


Saturday, September 2, 1893. 


Tottie (reproachfully). Oh, Tootsie, dear, how could you accep 
Georgie Revnolds and Charles Johnson both the same eveninn! nm 
Toutsie, Well, I said yes to Georgie because I really like him. and 
I couldn't resist accepting Charlie, tov, because that cat Kosie is so 
gone on him. es 
s 


It is a wonderful thing how lies increase in size with telling 
When our neighbour Shellback first came home from AS he tani 
us about a shark he had caught six feet long. Next year it grew 
to ten feet long, with a man’s head in the craw; in three years it 
was fifteen feet in length with a whole man inside, and last 
Christmas, when he spun us the yarn, Fil be hanged if the shark 
wasn't fifty feet long, while in the interior, among other thine 
was a ship's boat with the crew entire, ‘ 

s 


s 
You bet, if “servants” is the theme 
Of Indies’ chat together, 
That, like the Tennysonian brovk, 
They'll all go on for ever. 


s 

Chorley (reading theatrical adrertisement), “Criterion Theatre ; 
La Fille de Madame Angot.” Wot's that mean, ‘Arry ? 

"Arry (with conscious pride). Lor, you don't know much, von 
don't!” That's French, that is: it means you can have ver fill of 
Madame Angot (that’s the hopera, you know), by just paying yer 
bob for the gallery. Ar x 

s 


School Teacher (examining emall class in history). Yes, that's 
right, Henry VII., Henry VIIL., Elizabeth. Now, who came after 
Eliznbeth ? 

Eager Scholar, Please ‘m, 1 know; no one, she didn't have no 
followers at all, and died a‘ old maid, 


s 
THE policeman had just knocked at the door to sav that the 
dining-room window was open, when Bodger appeared with such 
an expression of unutterable agony on his face that even the 
constable’s apology for a conscience was touched, “Very sorry, 
sir,” said the guardian of the peace ; “hope there ain't no one ill?” 
“Worse than that,” cried Bodgers, hoarsely. “You—you hi 
oh, wretch that you are'—you have—oh'——" “What, sir’— 
what? Shall 1 run for the doctor?) What is it?” inquired 
anxious policeman. “You've woke the baby,” growled Bodger, 
and slammed the door. ee 
s 


Dudelet (reading motto on arall), “Think twice before vou 
speak.” That's vewy good advice now, isn't it?) Don't you think 
80! 

Miss Sharplet. Perfectly ridiculous! Why, you never even 
think once, and, if you had to think twice, you'd never speak at all, 
es 


Porter. Yes, sir, the train's bin a-gorn this two minnits, but 
(confidentially) there's only one thing to do— 

Impatient Tourist (eagerly, thinking an express or apeoial will 
perhaps be stopped for him). Yes, yes, my good fellow 

Porter. To wait four hours for the next. 


* 
HE set him down beside the maid, 
As she lay on the turf, 
And blindly swore to be her slave, 
Her bondsman and her serf. 


He vowed she was his hope, his joy ; 
Ilis sole delight, his pride ; 

Ne begged her in impassioned tones, 
Consent to be his bride. 


But suddenly he rose and—well, 
We'd best omit the rest. 
The j-oor young man had seated been 
Upen a wopses’ nest, 
es. 


s 
Podger. Feel used up, do you?) Why don't you goaway? You 
want a little change. 
Pebblebvach. Yes, 1 know it ; it’s the want of alittle change that 
prevents me guing. ete 
s 


Misa Lightly. Yow're not on speaking terms with Mr. Oofhiuntsy. 
now, I notice. 

Miss Hearywcight. No, 1 loathe him; he proposed to me the 
other night, you know, 

Miss Lightly. But why hate him? 

Miss Hearyreight, Oh! 1 refused him, you know, dear—told 
him I did not think he would be able to support me, and—and the 
wretch actutily had the impudence to say Pd better luok out for a 
professional stroug man to do that, 

8 
s 

THE other day Jones was taking a walk over the common, when 
all at once he came upon Buzgins, who was sitting upon sore 
unfortunate fellow, and pummelling him to his heart's content. 
“Oh, 1 say!” exclaimed Jones; “that isn't fair, youknow! You 
shouldn't hit a fellow when he's down.” “ Och, be Jabers ! then Oi 
shouldn't hit him at arl, at arl,” answered Buggins, “Its the 
mercy of Providence that Oi've got him down, and sure Oitm 
going to take advantage of it,” and he resumed his former agrecable 
avocation. *.* 


Chumleigh, V'm afraid I shall have to give up my chambers next 
quarter: the man in the next rovms plays the tlute tur hours at it 
stretch. 

Stubbs, Don't do that, my boy ; buy a trombone and get even 
with him. *.* 


Suffon. Do you know old De Boozer? He's a dry old stick, 
isn't he? 

Juffon, Is he? Then he's altered considerably Curing the last 
fortnight, for he was about the wettest: member that 1 kuow tu 
Fleet Street, and that’s saying something. 

ss 
s 
Lon live the lawyer, may he thrive, 
For surely it is nice 
To feel at least there’s one man who 
Won't give you cheap advice. 
ss 
s 

First Man. Spuggerly seems to be doing well lately. Tie used 
to be so unlucky on the turf—dropped any amount of brass omit. ci 
told. ‘ 
Second Ditto. Yes, that was when he went in for backing ‘cm, 
couldn't find a winner once in a blue moon. , 

First Man. Ah! What's he doing now, then—bookmaking, | 


suppose } ; ‘ ae 
Second Ditto. Oh, no; far more lucrative and less risky—he= 
turned tipster. *,° 


“Yes: 1 guess we can go you one better every time,” boasted 
the Yankee. “Why, over in the States we've some houses seven- 
teen storeys high.” “That's nothing,” replied Jones; “weve 
lenty of houses with more stories than that. Look at Carlton 
Howe: I know over twenty stories attached to that house, and 
some of them very naughty ones, too.” 


Ewery Monday. Ome Halfpenny. 


LARKS. 
Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
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Saturday, September 2, 1893.] 
TOOTSIE AT LLANDU ONO. 


“or, ain't it?” 
OT, ai” ‘ivand if Mr. Perkin Middlewick had been with us the 
last ten days 1 expect he would have said as much more than once. 


“A Bicycle Made for Two.” 


It has been hot—red hot. To pass the ordinary cook shop was 
torture. The butchers’ ehope were things of horror. The hollow 
Jobster and high dried crab at the fish nongers’ emitted an evil 
odour, The bananas languishing at the fruiterers’ had broken out 
in big brown spots. The sight of the Penne policeman, Nene 
Huttoned up, made you shudder; and the dreary aspect o! the 
dead, white-faced, washed-out waiter made you weep. The male 
\aisteont has long been a thing of the past, and sometimes, when 
the wearer of a gauzy dress comes between you and the sun, a 
suflicient amount of human outline becomes observable to warrant 
the supposition that fewer petticoats are in wear, 

Llandudno, like many pleasure places in the north, has its 
hydro, where you can have a douche ; or, as Bob in his low way 
observes, “Cop the needle.” I can't say [ much care for a course 
of avons, but Bob says something serious must be done to Billy's 
iwure, and he is being brought down, There is, however, no want 
of ordinary hotels and lodgings, some of which are comfortable. 

If | remember rightly, it was only last season that I gave you, 
dears, full particulars of Llandudno and its attractions, but as fate 
lias brought us once more hither I will jot down a note or two. 
‘There is a pier, to begin with which isa very good sort of pier os 
piers go. Tt was constructed in 1876, at a cost of about £30,000, 
it is 416 yards and half an inch long, and 25 feet wide. At the 
seaward end are refreshment-rooms. Instrumental and vocal 
concerts are given on weekdays, but if you want sacred music on 
Snnday you must go to the Pavilion. The admission to the pier is 
Twopence, i pers 
ambulitor and ate 
tencbint fourpence, 

At the Pavilion, 
entertainments 
more or less enter- 
taining are given 
in the — evenings 
during the season, 
and during — the 
day, particularly in 
bad weather, there 
is much promena- 
ding and lounging. 
The great) swim- 
ming- bath under 
the main hall is 
reserved for ladies 
in the morning. 

The Marine 
drive is a very fine 
one, and its equal 
is probably nut to 
be found — else- 
where 5 and P must 
hot omit to men- 
tien a delightful 
little trip of a few 
hours’ — duration, 
which ommy be 
made on a’ small 
steamer up the 
river Conwny from 
Deganwy to Trefriw and back, A lovely view of the grand old 
rninsot Conway Castle may be thus obtained, and of the picturesque 
hills of Denbighshire and Carnarvonshire, 

Did you, | wonder, ever read that ridiculous old melodrama, 
“The Castle Spectre”? It was written by a person known as 
“Monk” Lewis, who was so called because he wrote a highly 
improper, if somewhat dull, romance, entitled, “The Monk.” Mr. 
John Hollingsheul some years ago, most likely for the fun of the 
thing, gave his patrons a sight of it at a matinge, Lewis laid the 
scone of his silly old play at Conway Castle. 

There has been a popular melody that has followed us from place 
to plice during our tour, Need I say it is “ Daisy,” otherwise 
“ Poisv; andas Bob and I pass along on our tandem “bike” the 
youthful population rise to us and quoting the poet say it’s “A 
bisickle made fur tew.” “Do sou hear them!” said Bob. “Stupid 


fools!" said I, 

Although receiving a liberal supply of food at the general table 
the Dook Snook is still compel to resort to expedients for 
porary pocket-emoney. His latest has been in conjuring. 

laving, for a small sum, procured some conjuring apparatus, he 
boldly took his etand the other morning on the beach, and 
borrowed a mild-looking old gentleman's hat to make a puddin 

in., The old gentleman handed it to him with the blandest o 
smiles; and when the Dook broke two eggs in it and stirred them 
up with some flour no one laughed more heartily than he did. 
Hut, when he found that the trick had gone wrongand the crown of 


The Dook “in chancery.” 


A swimming race. 


his hat had been burnt out, he went for the Dook like a raging lion- 
_ One of the terribly hot mornings we three girls ewam a race, Bo 
and Billy ina boat actingas umpires. It may interest you to know 
that L won. In fact. towards the close, the rest were nowhere. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HER GIFTS. 
SHE gavo him but a look at first— 
It fairly thrilled him through, 
As glances from a maid's bright eyes 
Are often apt to do, 


She gave him liter on a smile ; 
When introduced—a dance ; 

And when she left he pressed her hand, 
For she gave him the chance. 


She gave him leave to call. and he, 
Enraptured with her, went; 

Aud, yes, there was no doubt that she 
Gave him encouragement. 


A month fled by. She gave him hope ; 
She was a winsome miss. 

He leesere oh! so hard one night 
That she guve him a kiss. 


He asked her then to be his bride, 
Till death should them two yart. 
She blushed and heaved 1 little sigh, 

And then gave him her heart. 


e e . e 
The sequel? Well, it must be told, 
We will not matters mince ; 
She's given him the blessed hump, 
And thirteen youngsters since. 


—— 


DECEIVERS EVER. 


A WELL-KNOWN house-ngent. whose office is not a hundred miles 
from the Strand, has been flirting prodigiously with a girl who ix 
employed ina confectioners at —— Street. She has buen in the habit 
of dropping in at his office every noon to go to lunch with him, 
and one day Jast week tripped around. there according to pro- 
gramme to find her tall epicurean escort absent anda weary-lookin 
woman in possession, while a tribe of sticky-faced children swarm 
over the premixes. The fair weizher of caramels powsed outside 
the railing and asked when Mr. So-and-so would return, 

“That's just what I want to know,” snapped the weary-looking 
woman, as she endeavoured to prevent her two youngest cherubs 
from scratching each other's eyes out. “Lam his wife, and [ live 
in the country. He hasn't written to me fora month, or sent me 
a shilling, so | just packed up the children and came down to find 
out what was the matter.” 

At that juncture the tall figure of her worser-half loomed up, % 
pleasant little scene ensued, and the confectionary-girl beat a hasty 
retreat. Between the occupations of arranging her hair, measur- 
ing out chocolates and selling threepenny ices, she is keeping a 
sharp look out for another beau—single gentleman Grclernae 


—_—_—_——— 


THEN AND NOW. 
Medical Man. Well, Charlie, how are you? 
Medical Student. Oh, awfully dull! Haven't had a row or been 
run in for over a month, 
Medical Man, Ah! a student's life isn’t what it used to be. 


oe, 


SHE LET GO THE ROPE! 


Miss MADELINE M1LLS on her Dovercourt trip 

Was extremely afraid in the briny to dip, 

But her friends, knowing well it would do her much good, 
To cajole her to bathe did the utmost they could, 

And at last she was brought to abandon her fears, 

And she went, while their counsel still rang in her ears : 
“For oe ie around you'll have quite enough scope— 
And you'll never get drowned—if you stick to the rope i 


Up and down in the water Miss Madeline bobbed, 
And the tender caresses of Neptune svon rob! 

All her heart of all fear, and imparted new strength 
To her delicate sinews and thews, But at length 

To the friends who still watched ‘twas given to know 
That Miss Madeline Mills of the rope had let go! 


Now your hair, gentle reader, stands high on your head 
And your soul is imbued with a frenzy of dread, 

And your blood in its channels runs coldly, no doubt, 
As you think of a fragile fair form floating out 

On the merciless waves to a merciless death, 

And in horritied gasps you are drawing your breath. 
But your grief, gentle reader, is quite vut of place, 

And no tears, gentle reader, need spatter your face. 

For your breath from its gasps and your lood from its chills 
Will be quickly restored when I say that Miss Mills 
Had ascended the steps from the ocean below 

To her bathing machine, ere the rope she let go! 


oe 


THE REAL “LEGITIMATE” DRAMA. 


(CROWDED OUT BY “Up-TO-DATE” BURLESQUE AND MOROCCO- 
BOUNDERS.) 


Rosamunda and Henrico, 
“Goop-soRnROW, Master Henrico! What means that rugged 


sear athwart thy check?” 

“Tis nothing, gvurl, except that yester e’en 1 got me o'er that 
trysting wall and did with your accursed clothes’-line intermingle.” 

‘Ah. shrewd and cunning cavalier! thou dost avert the truth ; 
this tale of thine is but a shift to thwart my circumspection.” 

“Beshrew thee, maid, but thou'rt a wide ‘un! I'll not deceive 
thee: This scar befell me ina brawl with that same miscreant, 
Vingardo.” 

“Vingardo?” 

“ Aye, Vingardo.” 

“He that doth take up gravy with his knife, and howl monot- 
onously the invocation to ‘ Daisy ?’” 


“The eame, Rosamunda.” 

“Tle taint thee with the pollution of his ballyhooly touch! he 
brand mine own Henrico with his plebeian mawless! O that the 
gods had erst-——” 

“Abate thee, wench! Turn off the faucet of thy grief till 1 
Bee thee of our joust, for sweet, indeed, the tale will fit thy 
mood.” 

“Give it me then, Henrico, I gasp for where thou dost tell 
me of the gore wherein thou wallowest this chevaliermonger.” 

“Give o'er then while 1 docroon it thee. But yester e’en, ere yet 
the dusk had sopped the last sweet draught of sunlight org 
1 did encounter this Vingardo, and, in woody pass oerheard him 
say that, ‘i’ th’ matin service yester morn he my Rosamunda had 
kissed witbin the Sanctus !’” 

“Kissed .me? O liar monumental! O ven'mous tongue! O 
sink of the distortions of the original Diabolion! Where then was 
that keen avenging——” 

“Gag thee, thou prattler, gag thee—in fashion of St. Stephen's— 
(Ha! ha !)—An’ thou cravest gore, keep thine ears alert an’ ‘twill 
be thine to fatten on, Attend me now. When thus he did accuse 
thee, as quick as 'twere the echo of his speech, he gat the lie, and 
e’en as quick as his knuckles did I find familiar grown with this, 
my disc—my ‘dial-plate’! "Twas then, Rosamunda, that, like the 
doughty knight, Slavinski, he that did battle with th’ Ethiop’ 
Jacksoni. I massed my portions muscular, and as a ram doth hur! 
him at an urchin’s afterwards, so did 1 acquaint me with his ‘boko’ 
and his frontispiece!” 

“Th’ gods be praised for this sweet bolus, Henrico! And how 
looked the knave when thou didst cease thy calisthenics?” 

“As twere a far-gone tomato had usurped his lineaments, and 
o'er their parts strange sediments bestrewn. Hadst thou unwit- 
tingly looked thereat thou wouldst have thought thee ‘twere the 
very place whereon some modern railroad casualty had just befell!" 
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TWO GOOD WOMEN. 


-———— 


Rhee the cottage of Bab Rugley the collier, two women sit face 
nce. 

There has been a strike ; it has lasted eig't weeks; the tension 
has been ter- 
rible ; em- 
ployers and 
employed 
have felt the 
strain for 
weeks, 

Au hour ago 
Jessie Rugley 
was hiding 
her head in 
her _ hands, 
shutting her 
eyes, that she 
might not sve 
the pinched 
facea of the 
children; her 
ears, that she 
might not 
hear the hun- 

ry clamour- 
ings that she 
could not 
silence. It 
had been said 
by the other 
side that her 
man was 
muking 2 lot 
of capital out 
of the strike, 
of which he 
was the acknowledged leader. This was what he had made of it. 

A tap sounded at the door. A woman, veiled, entered the room. 

“Mra. Rugley,” said the visitor, “ perhaps you remember me,’ 

She lifted her veil. Jessie did remember. This was Mrs. Las- 
celles, the wife of the biggest owner in the di-trict—the leader of 
the masters in the struggle. Jessie's face hardened. 

Mrs. Lascelles continued : * Our husbands are the leaders in this 
struggle. It began with them—can only eud through them, They 
are both honest men—obstinate men, Each believes himself to be 
in the right, and their followers will stand by them to ruin on one 
side, starvation on the other. They have conferred together. but 
cannot cume to terms. They are men. You and I are women, 
wives and mothers. | thought that if youand I had a fiir square 
talk, we might see things differently. 1 know the extent of my 
husband's interest in the colliery, Ioam the daughter and) the 
wife of mineowners, so that L have all the facts at my fingers ends.” 

“My father,” sve Jessie, Sand his father, and his were pitmen ; 
my brothers and my 
husband are. pitmen; 
my bairns ‘I! be pithids 
in the by-an’-by. 
know the rights and 
the wrongs o the case, 
Tell me vour tale, lady, 
then PN tell mine, 
Anyway, rere a good 
wonnn, an’ bless the 
good sound woman's 
heart of ye for comin’ 
toa pitman’s wife with 
fair words.” 

And tien and there 
the two women talked 
over the strike, each 
putting forth the 
claims of her side, but 
listening fairly to the 
contention of — the 
other, They discussed 
sliding scales, ontput, 
hours, wages and 
market — prices as. 
thoroughly as the hus- 
bands could have 
done, and at the con- 
clusion Mrs, Lascelles 
raid: 

“You have most 
certainiy argued your 
care with ine move 


” 


On strike. 


Mrs. Lacelles returned. 


convincingly than your husband with mine. 

And Jessie said, “ You haven't been so obstinate with me. lady, 
as your man wi’ mine.” 

They wished each other “Good-bye,” and mutually pledged to 
do their utmost to bring their husbands to reason. 

They parted. Soon after, Mrs. Lascelles returned with 2 well 
filled bag and basket. Whether her mission had succeeded) or 
Hed she had determined to drive the wolf from the door of that 
home, 

There was nothing to indicate whence that hamper came, but 
Jessie guessed. 

That night Lascelles went home with an account of a meetings 
between himself and other owners, and of the reso! utions arrived 
at, which included the requisitioning of troops. 

“Jack,” said Mrs. Lascelles, “it's only a whim of mine; but sup- 
pose you met Rugley, the leader of the men; and suppose you 
otfered — terms——”" 
And then and there 
she suggested the 
terms she had settled 
with the miner's wife. 

Bob returned home 
that night with news 
of a projected attack 
on the mining offices, 
together with other 
serious acts. 

Jessie said to him, 
“If the masters 
offered such and such 
terms, would you take 
‘em, Bob?” 

“ They'd never do't, 
lass,” he said, sadly ; 
but Jessie would not 
let him sleep till he 
had promised to sub- 
mit such terms to the 
lender of the masters, 

Next day the two 
men met, each on the 
rond to the other's = 
house. Simul-, : i 5 ao 3 ~ 
taneously both blur- § 7 = 
ted out, * I've come to 
tell you the only 
terms my side will 
agree to.” Strangely 
enough their con- 
ditions were identical. They went back brighter to Ruzley’s. 
Master and man shook hands. The great strike was ended. 

And to this day the miner's wife declares Mrs. Lascelles to be, 
and Mrs. Lascelles affirms that Jessie Rugley is,a real good wom n, 


= 


Master and man shook hands. 
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ne 


Governess Agent, No, madam; J am sorry to say you will 


“Punting is grand sport, dear, 
and su fetching. Have the refusal 
of six titles, four fortunes, and 


twenty-seven ineligibles alreniy, 
Dot suit, you are too young. “By Jove! I think I must neve disturbed that party 3 Try it."—Extract yrom Letter of 
Fatr Applicant. Very well, I shall wait, at lunch hand, I'm going to have a little experience of my own. Young Lady. 


So0 Mins Soper wil Be dlighed 10 rcrve phorogran from ‘toe DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—LIEUT.-GENERAL SIR EVELYN WOOD 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


wali! MN r Pe 


our piera, Who'll send the rout to the right about ? Why, the British Volunteers ” 
trudged home. On going-to-press days A. SLOPER has to be at the office all night —(3) “Silence in camp!" shouted Sir Evelyn. “Ali right, General,” cried A. 
—understand that, please. “ Missua,” said he, when he arrived, “get out puppa’s SLOPER, marching up and saluting, “it's only me.” “And who the dickens are 
volunteer uniform.” For know ye ail that the Eminent's sire served in the Battersea you?” “Who, General? Why, Colonel SLOPER, of the Voluntecr Shoe-black—I 
Volunteers, and was reviewed with a few in the year 1811. “What!” cried Mrs, mean, Shoe Lane Brigade.” «But, my dear fellow, the volunteers left a fortnicht 
Sloper, “you surely ain't a-going to put on them old sweltering things, with the ago; there's not one iu camp.” “Nay, nay, General!” “But, I tell yoa——” “Nay, 


(1) The blazing early morning sun beamed down on A. SLOPER as he wearily 


thick leather stock and that! Why, you ain't got a dry thread on you now!" nay! Pardon me. / am here!" And A. SLOVER drew himself up proudly, “tle 

Xo. 302.—Miss Cissy WESTFIELD. eos “when duty calls Seip iy fa back seat.”—— wants to err me, evidently,” mused Sir Evelyn ; then aloud, ‘ A think, Coe 

« love shall long when other passions die. e le his way to the railway on, bound for Aldershot, the policeman SLOPER, it woul! be as well if, for the present, you were attached to oue of the 
_ — = —The Dook Pcl on duty outside the Dogs’ Home observed, “That old SLOPKK must be off his regimente—say the hundred and onety-oneth.” “General, you do me proud ! 
‘a of ” natural,” forgetting, poor chap, that he himself was enveloped in a uniform several observed A. SLOPER, much gratified. When too late he fuund that they were at once 
Who could resist the charms of one so fair Lord Bob posh more swelteriug than that of the F.0.M. As Sir Evelyn Wood was about to to march to Portsmouth, and he was told he would have to do so in his shirtsleeves. 


s pect some regiments of regulars he heard a voice. singing to the stirring air of the “Impossible!” he urged.—(4) And so it was, if a dickey pinned to @ jersey means 
“Ob, fain would I elect to die, did Cissy scorn my passion.’ : anything. While on the march A. SLOPER succeedei in deserting.—(5) He is now 


—The Lion. Billy going about disguised as a sandwich-man, but please don't tell anyboly. 


ie ffi yl 
PAN NS 
i 4 My) \) | 


(1) MoBung bas taken o deadly hatred to the new landlord, and secks to (2) “See if that disna Ict oot some o° yer neats foot whusky.” (3) But it was only a bogle that the Elder had put up, and McBung sail, “ A'll gie 
assassinate bim, up drinkin’ at wance, if whusky is goin’ tae turn me inta a tatie bogie tov. 


saturday, Septemter 2, 183.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 7 


ie y Ss 
Moaulirg. Che -Mineers: 


y 
A-solabium - 


A -Perilou's “Passenger: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Thank you, worthy friends and_ patrons, this is indeed a gratifying reception. Gladam1 that At shooting, girls, it's widely known, Can now sith sportsmen hold their own:—From mining 
the entertainment I have prepared for you will not be unworthy of your attention. But youare districts up tx Wales We hear some very dreadful tales :—The L.C.J, rewards the kid, Who laughed 
impatient to begin, your fecling is a natural one, let us get to business then without delay :—The tn court, with half a quid:—At Sandown punters on the first, Assemble for a final burst.—That's 
Martyred Monareh'a chair, you see, IC's guing to renovated be:—A wifeanl kids are hard to kerp the lot. I must ring down the curtain on this week, ladies and gentlemen. Don't forget that. if 
On only eighteen bob a reeck :—A tiger fierce the other day Got loose upon the voyage, they say:— there is DO one more partial to the partridge than——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


CHEEK. 


ON 4 


THE WAY TO FETCH ’EM. 


“T was photographel in my new bathing dress, and sent a copy to 


eee He came down by the next train.”— A-ctruct from Flossie’s 


A’ weal, Misther Murphy, dinna ye recognize me?" “Troth, 
rp but yer luok so greasy, | touk yer fur Lord of the 
ile.” 


ingin, 


SULTRY. - a b/s " 
Walter, Like some straws, sir, wi’ your sherry cobbler ? She is wondering how mucn longer George is going to be; aml 
nets ‘sytring Briton, Straws be dummed ! fetch me a gaspipe and a a ro George—well, he is wondering when ip thunder’s name she is guing 
nicket, “Are you in the ‘Army,’ Jane, or are you setting your cap at a sollier ” : to get up off bis clotlics, 


res} 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 
—— 
\.SLoren can't help feeling a bit cocky, The enormous—the 
hoolutely giscintic success of the new ha'penny story paper, Quips, 
{ is so askured, so emphatic, that 


a little pardonable pride is per- 
haps excusnble in the Old 
Man. The Wreck has catered 
N for the amusement of the great 
 B.P. fora lony time now, and 
the British public knows the 
Old Man never deceives them 
—can rely absolutely upon him 
to put them up toa good thing. 
Qutpe is areal ood thing, and 
no mistake. The three serials 
are perfect thrillers; and the 
short stories, anecdotes, jokes, 
verses, and other bright an 
varied reading, annex a very 
large-sized bun. Monday is 
the day it cuimes out ; it’s only 
a ha‘penny, and how it is done 
for the money passes human 
comprehension. It's a real 
daisy ! *\° 


Tue Thirty-fourth Annual 
Festival of the Brighton Swim. 
: ae ming Club was brought off suc- 

= eee cessfully on Monday, August 
2Ist, in the presence of A, SLOPER (who ran over specially to attend 
the function) and a large concourse of spectators. The prizes were 
afterwards distributed on the West Pier by the Mayor and Mayoress, 
and the occasion was the signal for much joy and general jubilation 
all round, as 
s 


THE Mildewed Mound has this day been pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit” upon F, H, COWEN, because he's an eminent 
conductor, “Feyther,” remarked the Azure-Orbed, “don't think 
I'm objectin’ to yer present selection, who wields the baton at the 
Prom.,’s fust clarss; wot 1 do jib at is the idea of your en to 
kid the publick as you know somethink of music. Why, [ don't 
believe you could distinguish ‘Twiggy Voo’ from ‘’Ome, Sweet 
‘Ome,’ let alone——” But at this stage the Ancient thought it was 
time to interfere, and the Blue-Eyed's remains were subsequently 
removed in sections for possible repairs. 

ss 


+ 


s 
THE first subject upon which the D. 7. opened its Gooseberry 
Season correspondence was “On Remand.” This has not been 
without interest to A. SLOPER. He's been there once or twice 
himself. oe 
s 


Ti1s has been a splendid summer for the seaside ff ; the atmo- 
spheric conditions have been so distinctly favourable to her, The 
ordinary English sum. 
mer is anything but 
suited to the adoption 
of light and tasty articles 
of raiment, still less to 
much disportment in the 
briny ; but this year— 
well, the run on the 
bathing - machines 

been quite unprecedented, 
and the numbers of tasty 
costumes which have 
come under the inspection 
of the telescope brigade 
are altogether innumer- 
ible. Let_us hope the 
seaside girl will make 
every use of her oppor- 
tunity. ee 

* 


ADMIRERS of that un- 
equalled ha’porth, Larke! 
Inust accept with reserve, 
aut present, the rumour 
that a batch of amorous 
correspondence between 
Captain Bloodwing and 
Cousin Evelina has been 
intercepted, through the 
treachery of « member 
of the Band. Particu- 
lars are not yet forth- — 
coming, and it would be, therefore, unfair to comment further on 
the attair, but we may mention casually that Alexandry is putting 
a keen edge upon his twelve-bladed pocket-knife. 


— 


s 
IT was an extraordinary et fortunate chance that found ALLY's 
dear pal, Joseph Grego, F.0.8., in Mr. Frank Sabin’s fine-art shop 
when the gentleman who had annexed one or two rare prints from 
the Humorous Art Exhibition at the Aquarium came in with his 
spoils. Joseph, who was called upon as a big authority on 
such matters to pronounce judgment upon the works (his own 
property, by the way), quickly tumbled to the situation, and the 
man in blue created a pleasant little diversion as he marched the 
print prigger to gaol. After this, one trembles at the fate of the 
Sloper collection. ees 
s 


Dear old Charlie Morton has taken up the managerial ribbons 
at the Palace Theatre. May the veteran safely tool his difficult 
charge along the high road of success. 

* 


It is perfectly true that the mammoth comic, Larks/ is unques- 
tionably the most ecenbing Hieraty, investment during the hot 
weather—it’s so delightfully reezy. Try a ha'porth. 


s 

THE hot weather has wrought terrible havoc with the theatres, 
and there are only some four or five which have escaped its devas- 
a | influence. 
The Vaudeville is 
one of them, and 
with so clever an 
> actor, so popular 
8 favourite as Mr. 
John F. Sheridan. 
whom we are all 
pleased to see 
once more among 
us, 80 excellent a 
company as he 
has got together, 
so vastly amus- 
ing a farce as A 
Trip to Chicago, 
there is__ little 
fear that Messrs. 
Gatti’s theatre 
will not close its 
doors from any 
Iack of public 


support. hese 
are dull days here 
in sultry London 


just now, but 
we can recommend our readers no better panacea for ennut than 
A Trip toe Chicago. 
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THE crowded state of all parts of the auditorium of the luxurious 
Empire ag utterly refutes the figurative statement that there 
is “nobody in town.” The 
refreshingly cool upholstery, 
and the numerous miuiature 
icebergs scattered around, 
render this popular resort 
particularly delightful. these 
sultry nights, whilst the ex- 
cellence of the programme is 
another huge consideration. 
Katrina comes on at 8.10, and 
the second edition of Round 
the Town at 10.25, whilst be- 
tween and after these impor- 
tant items we have Dutch 
Daly, the marvellous double- 
note American Whistler Tom 
Browne, Paul_ Cinquevalli, 
Ryland and Golding, Cora 
Stuart, with her new song, 


“T’ve just been presented at 
Court," Charley Tilbury and 
others. The new Leicester 


Street entrance to the boxes, 
stalls and faufeuils, is both a 
convenience and a blessing, 
as a delightful draught can be 
thus circulated throughout 
the building. Weigh in there, 


= 
WE have the highest au- 
thority for contradicting the 
statement that Lieut. Gorger Pain has tendered his resignation to 
the Captain of the Balls’ Pond Banditti. The rumour, it is needless 
to say, has given great nin to Gorger, who has ever been one of the 
staunchest supporters of the ruthless gung, at whose darksome 
doings readers of that colossal comic, Zarks! stand weekly aghast. 
ss 
s 
THE Welsh Coal Strikers seem to have been having a high old 
time of it lately up in Ebbw Vale. It seems almost as if they were 
a bit jealous of the festivities at Aldershot and meant having mili- 
tary manweuvres on their own account, doesn't it? 
ss 


* 

IN a case tried last week at the Southwark Police Court, the 
rosecutur was asked to hand his purse over to the counsel for 
nspection, and caused loud laughter and much amusement by 

carefully emptying it of its contents before complying. That 
prosecutor evidently knew something about lawyers. 
ss 


s 

PHEW! Talk about a scorcher, well, Old Sol has been giving 
us a taste of his qmlity lately and no mistake. And what won- 
ders did he work? To ’ 
seo everybody blow- 
ing and pufting, quite 
elderly, respectable 
citizens arrayed in 
fanciful straws and 
Mexican sashes, 
Tommy Atkins dril- 
ling in his shirt 
sleeves, and all the 
world with an insati- 
able craving for iced 
drinks, was distinctly 
funny ; and many of 
the Heat Wave yarns 
were decidedly 
amusing. The Wave 
has _ worked some 
wondrous doings, 
though. Several street 
purveyors of ice 
cream are, we hear, 
about to retire upon 
their huge and ra- 
pidly accumulated 
ortunes, whilst there 
is much demand for 
country estates on 
the part of straw hat 
manufacturers, mine- 


’ weed re 
GB > watt; Wy? 
- water makers, oS 


hokey-pokey men and ice importers. Anyboty say a cooler? 
e¢ 


Hop-PIcKING has, we noticed, commenced, and a large exodus 
has taken place from the East-end. The East-end is to be con- 
gratulated, Kent commiserated with. The average hop-picker is 
not altogether a blameless member of society, and, we fear, com- 
bines a little wholesale piracy among the palesbonrioy orchards 
and hen-houses with his professed vocation. It is satisfactory to 
feel, however, that some r is still brewed from hops, a fact 
which the consumer of the beverage sold in most of the London 
public-houses under that name has every reason to doubt. 

ed 


* 

WE are not disposed to altogether credit the assurance of a cor- 
respondent, that on the tombstone of a defunct bill collector ina 
small village churchyard in Staffordshire is carved the epitaph: 
“ His work is dun.” It sounds just a little too lovely to be true. 

se 


On, girls, girls! here is news—terrible, terrible news for 
you! ng ringlets for the fair sex and side whiskers for the 
men are, says the Daily News, 
to again become_fashion- 
able. Evidently there is a 
strong tendency to hark back 
long years for our fashions. 
The crinoline scare needed a 
lot of outcry to crush it—but, 
oh, horror! think, only think 
of ringlets and side whiskers ! 
The ladies may well tremble ; 
the present fashionable frizz 
is not difficult to produce; 
but ringlets,—well, ask mam- 
ma if they aren't difficult, to 
say nothing of the expense if 
Nature has not been over kind. 
The news is causing much 
excitement in circles thea- 
trical, and the “Friv.” Girls 
are getting up a_petition 
against the idea. It is an 
example which will be pretty 
generally followed. 


s 
IT was a delicate compli- 
ment to pay A. SLOPER to 
invite him to be present at 
the opening of the St. Mar- 
garet and St. John, West- 
minster, Public Baths and - 
Washhouses last week. The Wreck fully appreciated the atten- 
tion, but was unfortunately too busy shifting his seaside quarters 
to be able to attend. In his absence, Mr. Burdett-Coutts, M.P., 
performed the ceremony—declared the baths open and the inhabi- 
tants of Westminster at liberty to bath and wash at their will. 
Thousands will doubtless avail themselves of the chance. 


[Saturday, September 2, 1993, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FORK THE WEEK ENDING 9TH SEPTEMBER, 1493, 
eae 

Srd September, 1650.—Oliver Cromwell this < afi 
the Battle of Dunbar over the Scots. One of Oliver's BA ine 
schoolboy pranks had brought on hin the displeasure of his nivthce, 
who intlicted a severe Chastisement un the delinquent, and sent j, , 
to bed early in the evening. Oliver was sobbing with anger, Win; 
a servant, entering the bedroom, happened to say to him 1), 
Mrs. Cromwell had gone to pay a visit, and intended returtin. 
alone by a path across the fields. The moment the servant 
gone and the door closed, the boy hastily dressed hims:lf. . 
out of the house unubserved—posseseed himself of a light jetty 
and sped off in the direction of the route his mother «,.,, 
have to take on her return. He had traversed a consider,t., 
portion of the distance when he met his mother, “They. 
there is a savage bull,” said the still sobbing and excited |, 
in reply to Mrs. Cromwell's exc tion of surprise, “in 1), 
tield yonder, brought there I knew to-day, and I—I thougit |. 
might run at your red cardinal, and so I slipped out and can. 
The mother was touched by her son's affectionate care, and hav ing 
rewarded him with a kiss, was proudly escorted by the couragess,. 
lad across the field in which the fierce and dangerous animal w.,. 
pastured, ; 


ss 

4th September, 1888.—Says the St. James's Gazette of this 
date: “* More ‘romantic’ suicides! A girl of sixteen drowns hy. 
self for love, hoping that ‘he will never be deceived by anybody a. 
he has deceived me.’ Another girl of twenty-two puts an end 1) 
her life because ‘the pining days and sleepless nights are tor. 
than I can bear.’ The unnatural stilted language deserves to |). 
quoted only because it throws a light upon the cause of the tw, 
suicides, ach of them was partly induced by the wish to strik. 
an attitude, and perhaps to win a corner in the newspaper. 


a 

5th September, 1648.—Catherine Parr, Queen of Henry 
VIIL., died this day. In the summer of the year 1782, a gentleni 
had the curiosity to mp up the a) of the coftin, expecting to di-. 
cover within it only the bones of the deceased, but, to his grea 
surprise, found the whole body wrapped in six or seven cloths «i 
linen, entire and wxcorrupted, although it had lain there upwaris 
of two hundred and thirty years. 


pS ele a ae eae a 

6th September, 1743.—In the Vayazine of Curiosity ani 
Wonder a case is given of a married woman who this day fell in:. 
a state of imbecility, refusing to see husband, relations or friends, nor 
could she walk, but was carried to bed, and had to be taken out 
of it like a child when the bed was made. On September 6th, 17, 
just seventeen years on that day since this unaccountable malady 
seized her, she arose, came down stairs, attended mass and took t» 
her usual occupations and was as well and as sensible us ever si 
had been in her life. 


7th September, 1818.—Tom Moore, in his diary under this 
date, says: “A good story of Berkeley Craven and Lord Alyau'y, 
when an accident happened to their carriage ; the former gettiuiz 
out to thrash the footinan saw he was an old feilow, and s:ii: 
‘ Your age protects you,’ while Alvanly, who had advanced towards 
the postillion with the same intention, seeing he was au athlet¢ 
young fellow, turned from him, saying, in his waggish way, ‘ Your 
youth protects you.’ ” 


8th September, 1888.—This is the date of the fourth of » 
series of mysterious murders in the East End. That of Ann. 
Chapman, aged 47, who was found with her throat cut and bow 
mutilated in Hanbury Street, Spitalfields, 


Oth September, 1737.—A violent hurricane this day, at 
St. Domingo, entirely destroyed the town of St. Louis, 


PRITHEE, BLACKMORE, BLACK MORE! 
(One of the charactcristics of Mr. Blackmore is his microscopical 
hand writing.—Sua.) 

Ir Lorna Doone'’s illustrious sire, 
When writing by his sanctum fire, 
Would make his letters broader, higher, 
By moving forth and back more 
His steady digits, those who sell 
Him foolscap sheets would like it well : 
Since of white paper, sooth to tell, 
Good Blackmore then would black more! 


If Lorna Doone's illustrious dad, 
While at his desk he screeds like mad, 
Would cause his writing of the glad, 

Gay schoolboy's style to smack more, 
He'd thrice in ink-horn plunge his pen 
Where now he dips but once, and men 
Who sell him ink would love him, when 

Good Blackmore bought of “black more! 


oe 


A MODERN MOTHER. 


SHE was onc of those modern mothers who foolishly hang to the 
theory that you can do anything with achild by coaxing it. There 
should be no cane in her home: woe to the luckless Buard Selo! 
teacher who boxed her boy's ears. Thisishow the system worked: 

Tommy had been badly in want of a dose of ‘castor oil fer 
several days. A half-ounce bottle of the tiuid had been standinz 
on the bedroom mantelpicce for fully four epee but the nore 
of Thomas turned decisively up at the very sight of it. : 

“It isn’t nasty, Tommy, love,” said the modern mother; “in fact. 
it's just like that boo'ful honey that Auntie brought from Seven- 
oaks. If you take it I'll give you some money to buy bullseycs. 

“ How much?” 

“Only this teaspoonful.” 

“Oh, 1 don’t mean that; 1 mean how much money?” 

“ Oh—-er—threepence.” 

“ Make it a tanner and I'll think about it.” 

“Very well, then—sixpence.” 

“ And some o' them macaroons from Buszards?” 

“ Well—er—yes, the first time I go that way.” 

He waited until she began pouring the oil from the bottle, aud 
then asked ; 

“ And a s'loon pistol, too?" 
as is a saloon pistol, too.” 

“Andl ‘att go fishin’ with Billy Popkiss?” 

“We—lIl, I'll think of it.” ar 

“Oh! you cun't ‘think ’ castor oil down me; it’s ‘yes’ or no oil: 

“ Very well, ‘yes’ then.” Mes: 

“That's right. And I'll tell you what else you'll have to fling '" 
—na bicycle.’ , ; 

se Well, T will—or I'll tease papa to, and 1 know he will, Come. 
now, swallow it down.” 

epee you'll buy me a goat?” 

“ ‘es ’ 


“ And a pony, like Bobby Fullerbeadle?” : 

“Oh, I couldn't afford that! Now, bea good boy and swallow 
it down.” : . 

“Not me,” he exclaimed, cramming on his hat; “if that «+ 
ain't beastly enough to take a pony to trot it down a fello > 
throat, I'm an old tin pot on a blind dog’s tail !"—and out he slid. 
BE Nr rT ER ee rR a aed 


Ewery Wednesday. Twopence- 


JUDY. 
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Saturday, September 2, 1898, } 
A “SWEEP”-ING PROTEST. 


t tt was recently made to alopt the closure towards chimney-sweepe 
oy er calling in the streets; whereupon the “Chummies” held a 
© eae war for the purpose of non-sooting the would-be closurers.] 


THE sweep is sore and sad— 
In fact, he's almost mad, 
And his patience now is difficult to 


cg 
For he finds the Intest “fad” 
Of the lots we've lately had, 
Isa plot to check him crying out 
“ Swee-cep!” 
Yea—Enst, West, North, and 
South, 
Certain “cranks” would stop 
his mouth, 
Stop the cry whereby “commis- 
sions he doth reap! 
They would make each 
“chunmyv” dumb 
As he through the strects doth 


come, 
And forbil his cheery cry of 
© Swee-ce-eep !” 
No faddists acting so 
Milk of human kindness show, 
So for their inhumanity we weep, 
This is “ gagging,” if you like, 


So no wonder “chummies” 
etrike 
When the closure doth attack their cry, “Swee-eep !” 
—s—— — 


A MARGATE GODDESS. 

sip was a glorious creature, there wasn't 2 doubt of that, from 
the vers tips of her natty little Russia leather shoes to the jaunty 
~ssilor” she wore perched upon her fluffy golden curls, she was as 
fiira specimen of an 1893 Venus as man need wish to clap eyes 
upon. Charlie Littleshort, at any rate, thouzht he had never scen 
ans body before so divinely lovely, so altogether enrapturing, to use 
his very words, and when he had the good fortune to be rowing 
vlna underneath when she accidentally dropped her walking-stick 
over the jetty extension, he thought himself the luckiest fellow 


ave, 

Had that polished length of hazel been a drowning human being 
he could not have eculled faster to its rescue, and when he shot 
alongside the landing-steps, carefully wiped his dripping prize with 
his silk pocket-handkerchief and handed it to her with a graceful 
little bow as she ran down amiling and blushing to receive it, he 
felt he had more than his reward, 

What wonder that an acquaintance thus formed should ripen into 
friendship, into love. Charlie was not uncomely to gaze upon, and 
she—well she, a8 we have said, was x goddess, and i literally fell 
down and worshipped her ; and Maudie—that Was her name, Maud 
(iwendoline Riverstone—accepted his homage with accustomed 
crace, She was staying at 
the Cliftonville with her 
enardian uncle, she told 
him, a testy old invalid, 
who divided his time be- 
tween his room anda Bath. 
chair, She stood rather in 
awe of him, and would 
never allow Charlie to 
vseort her right up to the 
door in case of detection ; 
for she was an heiress, she 
sil, with a_ pretty little 
expression of regret, and 
~snardy ” war so anxious 
that she should marry no 
one but his choice; but 
she wouldn't, she told him, 
with a downcast look and 
a blush that sent_a wild 
thrill of joy into Charlie's heart, she would bestow her hand only 
upon the man who could win her heart. 

Oh. bright, gladsome dream '—dream in which the enraptured 
Charlie saw himself wedded to the fair Riverstone, cutting his ol 
acamintances, patronizing new, and chucking twenty thousand a 
sear about broadcast. 

And he determined to make the running strong accordingly. He 
took her for rows, he took her for sails, he took her for drives, 
He lavished money upon her for ices, for gloves, for flowers, for 
es ; he squandered it upon excursions to Broadstairs, to Canter- 
macy, to Ramsgate and Pegwell Bay. Day by day his infatuation 
srew 3 day by day his store of ready money dwindled, until at last, 
fatal das—the day upon which he had determined to put his 
fate tothe test before returning to town—C harlie found his available 
pa umounted to but fourpence-halfpenny, There was nothin 
OR ea watch must go. There was his ticket to buy, an 
sides, he had promised Maudie one final drive. There was a 
aust little ponnbpoker's down a dirty, narrow little street, and 
ihe Charlie made his ep looked around cautiously, walked up 
ng ae passage and pushed open the door of one of the compart- 

At the sound a girl reading a orightly covered novelette behind 

the counter rose from her seat, and calling “shop,” stepped forward. 
iit ne light, gized at him a moment, started, and uttered a wild, 
ereing ream, 

It was Maud Gwendoline Riverstone. 


one 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV." 
No. 114.—MauDIE May. 


EXxcreptna wild the Speaker got— 
_ Yea, woundily annoyed ; 
For, when he reached the House, 4 lot 
Of Members’ seats were void. 
And plain he saw, on glancing o'er ‘em, 
There sat not in the House a quorum. 


This thing occurred on many a day, 
And loud to each M.P. 

Did Peel appeal, and plead, and pray 
That punetual he would be. 

Raut all in vain did Peel implore ‘em, 

The rascals would not make a quorum ! 


At last the Speaker schemed a scheme, 
And beamed his eves with bliss 

As he exclaimed, * Although ‘twould seem 
These knaves have grown remiss, 

To their alleginnee VI restore ‘em; 

I bet Ml make ‘em make a quorum !” 


Aad dailv, when he seeks his chair, 
The “ Friv.” girl, Mandie May. 

Does to the House with him repair, 

| And just ten minutes stay, 

And ne er, in aecula sewculorum, 

Will old St. Stephen's lack a quorum ! 

\ie SS 


HIS INSPIRATION. 
w Romantic Dameel (to our Tame Poet), 
ie ae Oh! do tell me, please, how it is that you 
: eae inspired? Do yougo out far into the rustic wilds and gaze 
bint the glorious beauties of nature, listen to the songs of the 
ete purling of the winding brook ? 
a i Tame Peet, Well, no, not exactly ; to tell you the truth, I 
tally go round to the Blue Pig and have two of gin. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


Tur SIAMESE LEGATION, 23 ASHBURN Pacer, Loxpon, 8.W., 
August 18th, 18%, 

Dear Sin,—I regret to hear that you will not sell the original 
drawing of “ALLY SLoper’s Interview with the King of Sinm.” 
Rut as you are kind enouzh to offer it to me, ] shall only be too 
delighted to accept it. Assuring you of my highest appreciation of 
your paper, and of all the drawings concerning Siam which have 
hitherto appeared in it, I beg you to believe me, dear sir, 

Yours faithfully, Pr. CHIRA, 


———— 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No, 181.—He Kicks AGAINST Tan “Stan” PROGRAM, 
To the veteran journalist lately 
Came jolly young Parke of the Star, 
And he anid, just a trifle irately, 
“ You're a shogwunk, old SLOPER, you are! 
For the Stonecutter sheet you havo written, 
Since Whitsuntide, never a word ; 
And our readers with anguirh are amitten, 
They're sick with the hope that's deferred :” 


The Classic replied, “ Keep your wool on! 
Spondulicks I'm not very full on, 
So trust me for getting a pull on 

The Stonecutter Buildings’ Cashier!” 
Then, having retired to his sanctum, 
The thoughts from his brain-pan he ranked ‘em, 
And clown on his foolacap he planked ‘em 

In language impressive and clear. 


A. SLOPER took hia two-foot rule, and found the labours of his 
aul. 

When bolily printed in the Star, just nine-and-ninety lines would 

And br coincidence it chanced that, in his ecrced, each several 


word, 
Which in italics here appears, just seventeen different times 
occurred, 


Endeavour, raneour, caponr, honour, humour, 
Demeanour, candour, colowr, tumour, rumour, 
Enamour, valour, odour, tabour, labour, 
Harbour, arbour, fulgour, clangour, neighbour, 
Sarour, favour, davour, ferrour, rigour, 
Glamour, clamour, dolonr, aqualunr, rigour, 
Parlour, suceour, armour, tremour, saviour, 
Splendour, and belabour, ani behaviour, 


Then in the Star the screed appeared, 
And SLOPER got his payment, 
He gnashed his teeth, he plucked his beard, 
He rashly rent his raiment. 
He knew the piece, if peisteil right, 
To nine-and-ninety lines would run ; 
And now, by all the powers of night, 
They'd only paid for eighty-one ! 


Then on the Yar his opties he did fix, 
And there discovered, with an angry cuss, 
That from six hundred words and forty-six 
They'd gone and knocked a letter out ; and thus 
Had made the piece by eighteen lines more short. 
And wildly he careered from Mildew Court. 


To Ernest Purke. with eyes aglow, 
These words he fiercely hissed ‘em : 

“ Confound your dodges mean and low! 

Pay up for eighteen lines, or, oh, 

Begad, I'll let all England know 
You're on the sweating system 1" 


Ewery Thursday- One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
09 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, 


E.c. 


PEACE OR WAR? 


[It has been reported that the voluntecrs were forcel to endure terrible 
sufferings during the recent excessive heat.) 


WE bravely battled, we volunteers, 
With the fervent heat of the scorching sun, 
Swearing that Phiebus his darts and spears 
Should hurtle in vain, till our work was done. 
But our foe was stronger, and gtined the day, 
And we eank on our journey, all sick and sore. 
Sweet Peace religais over our land, they say : 
ls it peace or war? Is it peace or war? 


We bravely battled, cach volunteer, 
With the burning thirst that would still nssail 
Our throats, as we march on our mad career. 
But the foe was fierce ; and a random pail 
Of of filth, that we found by th’ way, 
We each besieged with a wild beast’s roar. 
Sweet Pence reigns over our land, they say : 
Ie it peace or war! Is it peace or war? 


We bravely battle, we volunteers, 
With the natural loathing we needs must feel 
For a system that unto us naught appears 
Save a grinding down by a tyrant’s heel. 
But it seems as if Nature must gain the day, 
And our lot be loathed by us more and more. 
Sweet Peace reigns over our iand, they say : 
Is it peace or war! Is it peace or war? 


oo 


ROCKY. 

Friend, Halo, Muggins, what are sou puzzling your head over? 

Mugging. Why, I've been trying all the morning to understand 
what Snapper meant last night when he said, “It is proverbial 
that children and fools always tell the truth—but you're neither a 
child nor a fool,” and then all the fellows laughed. 

Friend. Had you been spinning yarns about your wonderful 
adventures in the Rocky Mountains? 

Muggins, Way, Yes, of course, 1 never thought of that. That 
explains it. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


DRIVEN to “ Bay”: A lamb forsaken by its mother. 

Why iaa taciturn M.P. like Mary of Bethany ?—Because he sits 
still in the “ House.” 

WHEN Squire Higgins is ejected from the harem in Alorecco 
Bound, is he a harem-scare-him fellow? 

Poor Papa! A Cantab has spoofed him into believing that 
Cambridge is the metropolis of the world because it’s a “ Univeree- 
city. 
* Lert Wheel”: The near-side one. 

WHatT a fallacy it is to say that “boys will be boys.” Boys will 
be men if they live, don'tcherknow ; they are boys now. 

WE hear much about “ poets born”; but a lot of our present-day 
poets are poets (reluctantly) borne with, 


to 
~1 
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ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A Romasce or SAtt Lake CITY.) 
=e 
CHAPTER XIV, 

Mrs. Svea had arrived, and commenced her disembarkation 
that very afternoon, The operation took a considerable time, and 
gave Zephaniah 1, 
time to think out 
the situation. He 
determined to 
take‘refuge in his 
royal rights and 
disabilities. The 
law of the country 
had made it ii 
nerative that tin 

ing should net 
be married, and he 
determined — that 
the advent of Mrs. 
Sugg should make 
no alteration in 
that law. 


shore with a 
retinue of sub- 
jects, and de- 
manded of the 
sailors, who were 
ianslorying huge 
loads of luggage 
from the bonts, 
the meaning of 
this invasion of 
his dominions. 
The sailors 
threatened to re- 
ply by means of 
revolvers, and it 
was not till Zephaniah, ina beceming spirit of royal generosity, 
ordered down a puncheon of whisky from the State whisky saloon, 
that amicable relations were established. When the captain of the 
vessel heard of the hospitality, he also came ashore, and had a 
long conversation with his majesty the king. which lasted many 
hours, and the result of which was awaited with a great amount of 
impatience on all hands, The result of that conference, how- 
ever, we cannot at present disclose ; it will be seen in the next and 
concluding chapter of this history. 

Meanwhile, Mra. Sugg was impatient to be on shore, but her very 
impatience was the cause of delay. None of the ship's boats could 
accommodate all the ladies at once, and none of the seventeen 
sections of Mrs. Sugg would allow any of the other sections to 
assume precedence. 
lt was, therefore, 
agreed that - huge 
cargo oo! uggage 
should be landed 
first, and then that 
all the boats should 
be requisitioned to 
row Mrs. Sugg ashore 
simultaneously. Chis 
was done, and ax she 
approached the shore 
she formed an_im- 
posing flotilla. Mrs. 
Sugg had heard from 
the sailors that her 
husband was) on 
shore, and was now 
the reigning mon- 
arch. Fora time the 
information had only 
had the etlect of 
further — increasing 
her wreath against the 
partner of her joys 
and sorrows, but as 
the boats approached 
the feeling of rage 
evaporated. Visions 
of how nice it would 
be to be a queen 
entered each of her 
minds ; and when the 
boats grated on the land, and Mrs. Sugg beheld his majesty waiting 
to receive her, she ran unanimously towards him with the inicn- 
tion of falling upon his neck. 

But his majesty sternly bade her withhold her salutations, and 
the seventeen sections of Mrs. Sugg hid their eyes in their pocket- 
handkerchiefs and sobbed. Jt was an affecting sight, but Z. P. 
Zugg moved not a muscle. 

Briefly Zephaniah I. laid before Mrs. Sugg the laws of the 
country. Ile pointed out to her that it was utterly impossible that 
he could be united to her. It was against the laws of the land 
for the king to marry or be married. There was, however, one 
thing that was certain. There was no rule against a queen being 
married, and it was not unlikely that as the natives had shown a 
liking for white people as 
rulers they would stick to it. 
Mrs. Sugg might each havea 
husband to herself from 
among the natives, and any 
one of her might at no dis- 
tant date, Zephaniah pointed 
out, owing to his death or de- 
position, become a queen by 
election. 

The tempting bait of ulti- 
mately becoming a queen 
tempted Mrs. Sugg strongly, 
and the prospect of having a 
husband all to herself was not 
without its charms. She 
stipulated that she must have 
her choice of the nicest of 
the unmarried savages, and 
these having been paraded for 
her_ inspection, Mrs. Sugg 
made her selection ; and next | 
morning, by being married 
to her choice, Mrs. Sugg 
ceased to exist in her cor- 
pom capacity and resumed 
her individuality. The set- 
tlement of the difficulty was 
the cause of great rejoicings. 
The ceremony was unusually 
sumptuous, and his majesty 
attended in person and gave 
awny the bride. 

Each lady ere night had, 
however, determined that 
there should be no undue delay in her assuming her position as 
queen, and each started to arouse ambition within her hu=band’s 
heart. Each of the husbands admitted that it would be nice to be 
the husband of a queen, as he would have the running of the State 
beer siloon, and the inception of seventeen revolts were in the air, 


(To be concluded next week.) 


A Conference. 


Laying down the law. 


Choosing a Bridegroom, 
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THS “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 323. -SiGnon PADEREWSKI, POS. 

From lis very earliest childloud the tlustrious subject of 
this week's sketch has always been devotel to music, though it 
cannot be said that his infantile efforts (vocal) met with any 
large amount of appreciation. As he grew to boyhood, how- 
ever, he wisely deserte! vocal for instrumental music ; but here 
also difficulties beset his path. His parents hal neither soul for 
melody ora piano, and the three years’ hire purchase system 
being at that time quite undreant of, our hero was put to 
numerous inconveniences to obtain the practice he yearued for. 
Growing desperate at last, he quitted the paternal roof and went 
on tour as accompanist to a travelling troupe of minstrels, ami 
his sympathetic rendering of the then popular, but now some- 
what antiquated, ‘Tommy make Room for your Uncle, and 
*The Old Obwliah,’ drew tears and bricks from all listeners, 16 
was whilst thus engaged that ne encountered A. SLOPER, who 
hat picked up an eight-hours-at-the-seaside ticket on a tailway 
platform, and the Mildewed Maestro at once suw that Pwicrew- 
ski had real talent, and persuaded him to start upon his own 
hook. A quite unintelligible composition, written after a first 
night with the Ancient, was accepted by the public as an indis- 
putable proof of genius, and from that hour our hero com- 
menced the ascent to fame. It was rapid, and when that touch- 
ing ballal, ‘Get yer ‘air cut, was composel in his hononr, be 
may be said to have reached its greatest height, He is now one 
of the pette! lions of society, travels in luxuriously appointed 
saloon trains, is presented with diamond-studded pianos and 
generally gushei over. Chiefly because he's a champion ivory 
thumper, he was created F,O.S., and the * Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presenta to him August 12th, 18!3."—Debrert Improved. 


| | 
| AWFUL HEAT 
| 96 in tHe 


SHADE 
COLLAPSE | 


“Gully, ‘ere’e a go !—thir ere’s all the ‘cat's left of poor old 
HAY Ssrovrgn!" 


a 


Pena ian 
{i 


yl Tite Mes —= 
Shelley Tompkins says that, while thinking over his new 
vom, he was suddenly struck with an idea that seemed to take 
im inthesmall of the back, and sent him into ten feet of water. 


Farmer Turmutfcld. Well, lor! there now, ‘pommy word, 
ain’t it wonderful what a progressive age this is! When 1 was 
a boy I knew twice as much as my father, an’ now I find I don't 
know arf as much as my son! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


QUITE HOPELESS. 


(Saturday, September 2, 1893, 


SPORTING NOTE. 
Dear stalking. 


Robert, Look ‘ere, Willyum, what d'yer think 0° this 
—when I arst that theer gent for a gratchooity, ‘e ‘ands 
me over his portion of our “tender point steak,” an''e 
brs, ses ‘e, * There you har, if thal aiu't a qreat-chewity, 


Shr. You say you're an artist, a musician and a poet. 
, de, Yea, all three. 
“ She. Dear me, how dreadfully impecunious you must be, 


what is it?" (William Saints, 


THE OFFICIOUS HORNET AND THE LIVELY FISHERMAN.—(A Moralless Tale.) 


(ey 


(1) Mr. Spoonbate (wha has gust hooked his frst). Be quick! pray be quick ' he'll 
break the rod. Two pounds, if he’s au ounce. Bill Snagys (hired by the hour), 
Right y’are, mi-ter. Keep ‘is ‘eal up! I shall ‘ave ‘im! Come on, me beaunty ! 
Then playful httle hornet joinel in the sport.——(2z) Bill Snagys (with sudden 
tieacity), Yow! wow! great jumping jack-looks! watcher gittin’ at! Splash! 
—(3) Pull, mister; pull like a bloomin’ navvy at a quart pot, Think of me 
bloomin’ wife a widder, and all the kids borfans. (Bubble, bubble.) Pull, or 1 shail 


“pull wou for this job, an’ so I tell yer !——(4) Then Spoonbate tugged for all he 
was worth. But the rod wasn't up to the strain—yon don't get a shark rod for 
“two bob"—and so the merry “Water Show” waggel on with unatated ze>t. 
Spoonbate’s back summersault was a triumph as a first attempt.— (5) Mili Snayys. 
Well, guv' nor, I forgives yer. I loves a bit o' frulic meself. A little more on it, 
though, an’ we should ‘a got reg'lar downright wet—ch? But it was a jolly lon; 
time before Spoonbate could be got to see where the joke came in. 


HAD HIM THERE. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. SCIENTIFIC. 


“Yes, my boy, always remember that it is the early bird 
that catches the fattest worm.” “ Yes, but the worst of it 
is, this hot weather, the worm will (urn, 


“Oh, Charlie, dear, do take this awful weather-glass back. 
Rae Ae {t's all gone wroug. 1 set it fur ‘fair’ last night, and vow 
No, 77. Hope. it’s raining hard.” 
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